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Summary:
Your cousins are weird; that's what you've been thinking since you gained consciousness at a young age. Being the youngest of the three has resulted in you being treated not as their sibling but rather as their child, or perhaps their pet. You don't know what to make of Andrew, much less Ashley. Why do they act as if they can't live without each other? You don't hate them, but... sometimes they disgust you.

Notes:
Having read some works with inserted OCs, I thought, "Why not add my version?" Obviously, from a less disturbed point of view because I want to maintain the relationship of the protagonists as it is. My OC will mostly be a bystander who won't interact with them beyond a fraternal manner. Later on, maybe I'll provide more background.

Chapter 1: The Coffin Intruder

You've seen this scenario more times than you'd like and you hate it. How long has it been? You don't understand what you did to deserve it, but in all that disgustingly slow time you learned to accept it, or perhaps resign yourself to it. You've cried enough, you've cursed enough. You are destined to stay in that apartment in the company of your older (adopted) siblings until the time of your death comes. You want to complain loudly but even that loss of energy would make you dizzy and you hate feeling that way, so you choose to calm down; shelter yourself in that wall of self-pity in absolute silence.

You hear Ashley's footsteps moving around the place, ignoring the fact that you are lying on the couch like a fresh dead person, she passes by, more interested in her activity of searching through the furniture. She's done this before and you quickly assume that she's looking for food, but you don't break her illusions and leave her until you hear her inarguably happier sing-song voice as she approaches your position. You don't want to get up, so you just nod your head in her direction. to look at her.

"Archie, look what I found," she told you in a whisper, which intrigued you, because it didn't make sense for her to show you the can of tomatoes as if it were a secret. But then the reason occurred to you and she was quick to confirm it with a playful gesture. Let's go tell Andrew.

- Tomatoes? Oh really?

—Don't pretend you don't want to.

—Yes I want, but where did you get it from?

"You don't need to know that," he told you, extending his hand to you with a affection that you had learned to appreciate, because even though they fought often in the past, contact with your brothers has become your most precious treasure since you are unable to have contact with them. the outside, where all your friends are. You are a puberty with no future condemned to this infernal confinement.

Ashley led you to the room you shared with them, planting you in front of a newly awake Andrew, who watched Ashley fool around with the can of tomatoes in her hands. Her expression clearly denoted disapproval, which you didn't like very much since it could only mean bad news. And you already had enough of bad news.

"We're not going to eat that," his statement crushed all your hopes but Ashley didn't give up and continued to refute him. Your brother seemed to want to preserve this reserve as much as possible but your sister did not intend to stay with the desire to eat, even using you as a weapon in her retorts. At some point during the tense exchange Andrew had looked at you, so his grimace softened, then Ashley managed to convince him. "Okay," she sighed in such a way that you felt it inside your chest, "let's eat it, fuck our future selves."

You smiled in amusement, it was ironic that his humor remained intact considering the circumstances. Ashley celebrated her triumph and happily took your hand to drag you to the kitchen where they would prepare the delicious treat of canned tomatoes from the trash. It's true, that detail had surprised you but you didn't react as you could have if you were in optimal condition. The quarantine was doing you a lot of harm. You didn't care about the means or the origins of the food, you just wanted to eat. When there was a knock on the door and the guard's voice pierced the wall, you felt your blood burn as he was the target at which you directed all the hate you could muster lately. You heard him mock you, the words your sister snapped at him in fury, before she abandoned you again. Ashley must have noticed your desperate urge to cry when she turned around, so she didn't hesitate to take you into her arms in her attempt to comfort you. You accepted the hug.

“Come on, let's go prepare our gourmet dinner,” she joked and you silently thanked her. She amused you with absurd talks and you laughed with her before it was time to call Andrew to the table with you. AND? How is it? —She asked after watching you and Andrew take the first bite of the tomatoes arranged on their respective plates. Rich?

—At this point you could feed me a can of worms and I'd tell you it's the most delicious thing I've ever tasted in my entire life.

“If worms tasted like chocolate…” you rambled out loud. Ashley laughed as if you had made a great joke. I'm serious.

-For sure yes.

Ashley didn't seem worried at all judging by her mischievous smile, Andrew did nothing but ruffle your hair with a loving expression without making any comment, it made you feel a knot in her stomach. You discreetly watched your brothers enjoy their food, letting yourself be embraced by the conversation that followed between the two of you. Sometimes they included you but without letting you add anything and you thought about all those meals you shared with them before all this, when you were a baby. Something always feels strange when the three of you are alone like this, you worry about the future. Plus you wouldn't want to see them die or die yourself either.

Music interrupts the atmosphere and they decide to go investigate after some complaints. And despite the curiosity that hits you, you prefer not to accompany them and rather take over one of the beds. You've always shared with Andrew but you need to have the mattress to yourself for once. You're really sleepy.

They return after a few minutes without giving too many details regarding their discovery. The days go by, the situation only gets worse for you, because even in the news they have flaunted the abandonment to which everyone is subjected, with the threat of death for those who even dare to approach the quarantined apartments. You suffer various types of pain as the days go by. Your head hurts today, you've been groggy since morning, and thinking about Andrew didn't help. No one told you, but when you went to get a glass of water, you heard Ashley making fun of your cousin because Julia broke up her relationship with him. At dawn you followed their trail to the balcony to witness the escape of an ambulance and the desperate screams of the people who were isolated in their own apartments.

“I'm surprised they got help for that woman,” you heard Andrew say as your eyes wandered to the buildings in front of you; It bores you to see the same monotonous and gray landscape over and over again. Although they'll probably let her die.

—I think she was already dead, she wasn't moving.

—As if the sirens were ringing for a deceased person.

—So, what do you think her emergency was?

—No idea, no one showed up when you passed out from cleaning.

—Aw, did you call for help? —Ashley mocked with a joking grin and you felt offended along with Andrew, after all you were scared to see her unconscious on the floor in front of the bathroom door, for a moment you thought they would lose her forever.

—What do you think, idiot!? —Andrew snapped.

—Anyway, it's still strange. “Maybe she went into labor or something,” she said, returning her attention to the street where the ambulance had disappeared, and you took the liberty of leaning on the railing, swaying absentmindedly.

-Yes maybe.

There was silence, so you looked at your sister again, her thoughtful expression did not inspire any confidence in you, so you frowned. You wanted to tell her not to open her mouth if it was to expose her twisted ideas but you couldn't even separate your lips from her when she spoke.

—Do you think they would give me food if I got pregnant?

- No!

- Let me finish! —Ashley demanded, annoyed at Andrew.

—How can you get pregnant here?

—Logic, Leyley. “I know your brain isn't working but at least try a little,” you added to your cousin-brother's reprimand, and she looked at you both with a grimace before smiling.

—Well, we have a very charming guy right next door.

- Over my dead body!

You were going to scoff at Ashley's comment but Andrew's scream and his terrifying expression chilled you. You understood the protective feeling that an older brother could transmit to the younger ones, but the way in which Andrew had refused the mere possibility seemed exaggerated. Everyone knew that Ashley's ideas were stupid, impulsive and reckless but Andrew was supposed to know her best, they were only two years apart! Not like with you, so he should be more used to her craziness.

"He seemed a little out of it, so who knows." I might finish you off, Andrew.

“Forget that,” your brother growled, slamming the door as he entered the apartment again with his sister ranting behind his back.

— Well, forgive me for exploring my options here!

—She didn't look pregnant anyway.

“…Asshole,” Ashley whispered in a low volume.

You didn't like this conversation. Ashley's comment, Andrew's reaction.

Your cousins are strange, that's what you started to think since you gained consciousness with age. You are the youngest of the three and that has caused them to treat you not as their brother, but as their son, or perhaps their pet. They are practically your parents in the absence of your real parents. They take care of you, they scold you, they pamper you but they also hide things from you. You don't know what to think about Andrew, much less Ashley. Why do they act that way towards each other? You don't hate them but... sometimes they make you sick and you don't know why. Deep inside you sense that something is wrong but without proof you forget to find out every time, it's as if you are also afraid of knowing the answer. The way your aunt has treated them (especially Ashley) has made you think that way.

You sigh and she decides that you are going to go to sleep.

Fainting or sleeping for long periods of time has become commonplace. And that afternoon when you found comfort on the floor of the room, you wake up and decide to take a few steps, only to remain paralyzed next to the open door of your uncle's bedroom and listen to your cousins lying on the carpet talking about the possibility of commit suicide together, taking the liberty of joking about it. You frown. It's not like you haven't thought about suicide before but the way they bring it up... you're tired of dwelling on the same point, so you just pay more attention to their voices when you hear your name.

—But I wouldn't want to leave our Archie behind, you know? said Andrew. I feel a duty to make sure he's in a better place before I turn myself into whipped meat.

—We could take him with us.

- To the death? Without his open consent? He would be doing the same as our parents, don't you think?

—Not at all, because we would make sure he died painlessly, we could poison him! And besides, he wouldn't be alone since we would reach her the next moment. I volunteer to finish it.

Andrew thought about it for too long, which you didn't like at all. Was he seriously considering it? You had seen how irritable he acted when he found you and Ashley very comfortable alone but he wouldn't be able to hurt you, would he? He couldn't hate you that much.

—No one is going to jump off the balcony. Go get your head checked.

—Should I have my head checked? I'm not surprised your girlfriend left you if these are your plans for romance.

—No, I didn't say "romance," I said "romantic," it's not the same...

You would have liked to hear the explanation that your brother would give taking into account the tone of the talk, but his words were interrupted by that hateful ritual music. They had told you what the commotion was about every day at the same time but you couldn't help but think that the cultist was actually a morbid amateur who had no idea what a real satanist was; you were sure However, the roar from beyond the grave shocked you and your cousins as well, who noticed you as soon as you ran out to go see but stopped you on the spot, grabbing your shoulders and arms in an instant.

"Wait, Archie." "Stay there," Andrew told you a little authoritatively.

- What was that? You heard it too, right?

“We heard it, so we'll go see what it is, but you stay here,” Ashley instructed, casting suspicious glances at the balcony door. We'll be right back.

- I wanna go! —you demanded.

"No," Andrew snapped. You stay.

-But-

—If it's nothing, we'll be laughing about it as soon as we meet again, but if it's something bad I'd rather you stay safe in our room. You are our responsibility after all.

"Andrew..." you renegaded but he gave you the same mandate, so you resorted to your last resort in these cases. Please, Leyley… —Unfortunately for you, she just laughed.

—I know how much you've insisted on becoming the third member of the Adventures of Andy and Leyley, but I'm sorry, darling, there are no vacancies. You are still very weak and scared like a mouse. And I'm not going to let my sweet, whiny cousin become a burden that I have to throw away.

—Why this topic now? —Andrew growled but your sister ignored him.

"I'm sorry, Archie." Luck for the next. Here you are waiting for us.

With a drunken grin you stayed behind and watched them sneak out onto the balcony. A part of you wanted to screw everything and follow them but the more dominant part urged you to obey them, you didn't want to make them angry or encourage Andrew to treat you badly, so you told him.

You imitated listening, you pressed your ear to the wall to try to perceive something. Nothing. You growled and after a while fueled by your anxiety, you ran to peek out. Your brothers were whispering to each other before a loud blow from Ashley with the ashtray broke the glass of the neighbor's door, so they entered. You were one step away from emerging and following them when Andrew noticed you, so he ordered you to stay inside. You didn't want to, you needed to know what was happening but you were obedient.

“Yes, dad,” you growled ironically, because you bet that your father would not have cared about your actions.

You went to sit on the couch in front of the television and you stayed there for quite some time, the restlessness on the surface and the desire to be rebellious with your cousins increasingly pronounced. In that time you rambled about what happened months prior to the quarantine. You didn't have a very nice family life but it was nice to be with your parents despite everything, they didn't treat you badly and again you wondered why they abandoned you in the care of your uncles, who from the beginning seemed overwhelmed with the idea of taking care of them. another mouth to feed.

Your current brother was always sent to keep an eye on your sister for as long as you can remember and Ashley would carry you around like a stuffed animal whenever she wanted to play house with him. Maybe... you were the second tool to keep Leyley in check? You don't know where that thought came from. From one moment to the next you fall deeply asleep.

—Archie… —Ashley's sweet tone manages to bring you back to your senses. When you turn your head, you notice her eyes too close to her, it doesn't take long for you to assume that she had been whispering in her ear; She used to do that with you and Andrew sometimes. Get up now, sleepyhead. It's time for dinner.

- Have dinner? —you repeated confused, you were sure that the can of tomatoes was the last thing.

—That's right, we stole the neighbor's meat, we shouldn't waste it.

—Did they steal? Isn't that bad?

—You're hungry, aren't you? —Ashley's tone became slightly more severe without losing the charisma with which she always spoke to you. You nodded to give him a quick answer. There are times when you have to do bad things like this to survive. In our case we need food, and since no one cares about giving it to us, we must get it ourselves no matter what. I am not willing to see you suffer from hunger and I do not intend to wait for my death either. I'm sure you agree with me on this. Do you want to eat or be eaten by others?

“I want to eat,” you said with conviction, without even thinking more carefully, so your sister smiled happily.

- Well said!

“Ashley…” Andrew's voice surprised you, so you looked to the side of you, finding him standing. The expression he had on his face said so much, unfortunately you couldn't decipher it, not to mention that you noticed some strange stains on his clothes that you couldn't identify.

—You heard it, Andrew, he agrees, so let's not waste any more time and let's go eat.

The three approached the table where the dishes had already been served, the aroma it gave off made your stomach roar like a lion but you waited until everyone took their seats. Andrew continued to look at the meat with incredible distrust but Ashley wasted no time in beginning to eat under your brother's reluctant gaze. After they had exchanged a couple of words, you realized that they were sizing you up and that made you feel a little nervous. You held your cutlery, cut the meat and put the first piece in your mouth.

- How are you doing? I made it with a lot of love! —your cheerful cousin-sister boasted.

-…Delicious.

—You see, Andrew? Archie does know how to appreciate my effort and he is not picky like you.

"Well, don't pressure me," Andrew demanded with more anger than usual, getting the first bite. You saw his hand shake as he chewed, meditatively. You thought you saw that his brain was betraying him with some kind of memory, so he soon tensed from head to toe as if he had drowned. But before he spit out what lay in his cavity, Ashley stood up from the table and held her jaw shut in a scene that surpassed anything you'd seen from them thus far.

“Swallow it… all of it,” Ashley demanded almost threateningly. You don't want to scare Archie, do you?

Your brothers looked at each other for what seemed like an eternity, sharing dark feelings in the midst of their heavy silence, making you feel ignorant of a new secret. Andrew finally relented, obeying the cue. Ashley looked satisfied and proceeded to check if her seasoning in her kitchen had paid off as you continued eating, but as you were about to finish your portion a series of thoughts hit you.

Meat. Your cousins trespassing on the neighbor's property, whispering to each other. The words Ashley had used to test your determination to eat.

You didn't hear any screams or bangs, did you? You had noticed a lot of movement the time you were passed out on the couch, as if someone was moving from one side to the other carrying plastic bags. But hadn't you been dreaming? You glanced surreptitiously at the freezer adorning the floor, noticing a thin red line slipping away. You felt your blood cool, your neurons working at full speed while your eyes observed the food at your disposal, there were few pieces of meat left on its porcelain surface and the juice that had been released from it made it look disturbingly unpleasant. But to erase the understanding that suddenly illuminated you, you took what was left with your fingers to devour them desperately between sobs, thus surprising your cousins-brothers who did not say anything until you licked the residue, finally abandoned to crying.

—Archie?

—Can I have more? you asked breathlessly, shocking Andrew with the same intensity that you cheered Ashley. I want to eat as much as I can and then go to sleep!

“Of course you can,” she coddled you, rushing to refill your plate while Andrew put an arm around your shoulders. Somehow you felt like he was trying to take your burden off by eating more hungrily for you while Ashley caressed your temple lovingly.

With your stomach overflowing with food, you soon fell asleep in the bed you shared with Andrew, always with your back to him. However, at a certain hour in the morning, the voices of your brothers ripped you from the wonderful world of dreams. Sleepily you stirred a little, only to realize that you were alone in the bed. As if he were a child, Andrew had been kneeling in front of his younger sister's mattress until Ashley invited him to lie down next to him to continue whispering between them. In the middle of the darkness you couldn't see much but you did notice the suspicious closeness they established. Because of the adrenaline, your heart began to beat, fearing to be you.

hint of something unthinkable, but they just continued chatting, so you strained your ears to understand a little more of their conversation.

—I told you to stop calling me that, we're not kids anymore.

—And then why were you crying like a baby?

“I wasn't crying,” Andrew said, not in a whisper like before but at a still low volume.

"Wow, mommy, the big bad me has done something evil," she mocked, very inaccurately imitating the behavior of a baby.

—Shut your whore mouth.

"Make me, you little bitch."

"Ugh, just forget this," Andrew snapped with frustration without moving too much from his position, you were always curious about that tension that formed between them when they used bad words. Once again you had no idea what to think.

The talk continued but then they started talking about receiving therapy, emphasizing an idea you had while eating. If they really did what you imagined, what should you do? You would be as guilty as them, right? After all, they fed you the body of the crime and you never refused because you were really very hungry. The mere thought made you gag but you tried hard to suppress it from getting up abruptly and running to vomit, trying to convince yourself that this situation was like one of those survival series you liked to watch before television only broadcast news about the quarantine.

—…Let's just get out of here. —Andrew's words catch your attention again—. Like we should have done months ago.

—Now that we have food, don't you want to continue waiting until they let us out?

—Damn, no, I don't want to. They would put us in jail right after. And I don't know what's worse. —Such a statement corroborated your suspicions, you couldn't help but tremble. You were close to standing up and starting to scream when Ashley spoke again, forcing you to swallow the impulse.

—And what about Archie? Will we continue pretending that we stole from our neighbor?

—I sincerely suspect that he already has an idea, he's not that stupid. He knows how to use his brain.

—He learned from the best without a doubt, eh, Andy?

—Shove that Andy shit up your ass the fuck up.

Ashley couldn't help but laugh at Andrew. They continued talking for just a little while longer, although you were unable to hear them now as thousands of thoughts made you dizzy, overwhelming your brain. First you went into denial, they wouldn't be able to kill anyone, they were weird but not on that level. It's true, Ashley could become very possessive of Andrew, always looking for the opportunity to monopolize all of her attention and prevent him from having contact with other women for more than fifteen minutes, not even her own mother. . Andrew used to purposely push you so hard that you would trip and hit the ground hard, or lose some of your things when he caught you acting all affectionate with Ashley, but that was all. They wouldn't kill anyone, they wouldn't eat someone, they wouldn't hide a fresh corpse in the playground. No…they could. You groaned, you hadn't realized how tense your body was, how much you had been sweating, also hyperventilating.

—Archie? Are you awake?

You heard your cousin's voice and that made your breath catch. Her tone was sweet, it could almost be classified as motherly, which is why you panicked. You looked over her shoulder in a shaky movement and struck the reason for your terror: Andrew's sharp gaze as Ashley approached you; You would be dead if eye contact was capable of killing with one slash.

- Do not come! —you shouted at him. Ashley's confused – even innocent – expression caused the scene to be excessively discordant. “I… I'm fine, night terror, it's nothing…” you tried to explain but the next moment you regretted it, that was one of Andrew's psychological diagnoses! You didn't own it, stealing it to show yourself to Ashley was a direct challenge to him, so you corrected yourself. No! I... I mean, I suddenly felt alone, that's all.

—Oh, do you want me to sleep with you? —she suggested with a tender smile. You thought your heart stopped for a second. This was worse! You had to do something. It's a joke! Ashley crooned, much to your utter relief. Archie, remember that you're older now, you'll have to learn to sleep on your own soon. Andrew won't always be there for you, you know? It's unfair that you steal it from me.

—I'm fine, Ashley. “You can sleep with him if you want,” your cousin intervened.

How could he hide so well and feign disinterest when just a few moments ago he was stabbing you with those devilish turquoise eyes? If until recently he seemed like a mad bloodthirsty beast about to attack treacherously! You weren't surprised that all of his friends pitied him for Ashley's treatment of him in front of everyone, he was a damn master of appearances. If you had not been forced to know him more intimately, you were sure who would have also deceived you with his disguise as a victim. At least Ashley wasn't interested in acting proper to anyone; she had that decency out of her own conviction.

"What I hope most is to have a bed for myself one day to sleep at ease," you chose to say and then stretched out almost comically on the mattress.

—Oh, if you say so. Sweet dreams then.

Ashley moved away from her and playfully pushed Andrew to settle on her bed, turning her back on you without remorse. Your cousin also settled down, complaining, but you could clearly see how he wrapped his arms around your cousin's waist in an instinctive movement, making sure she had closed her eyes to look at you again with that same dark expression. You didn't want to see more, so you turned around and tried to reduce the adrenaline you had suffered. If you had not just absorbed valuable nutrients, you would have happily passed out quickly.



Chapter 2: The great escape

When you woke up you didn't see anyone around, it took you a while to stretch, but when you managed to regain some lucidity you went directly to the door. Your heart gave a strong palpitation when you realized that it was stuck from the outside, such an event brought back memories, hard and traumatizing memories that you would have liked to bury deep within your being. You choked on your own voice before you anxiously began knocking on the door repeatedly. No, Andrew couldn't have isolated you here, not again, not when you were already prisoners. He couldn't allow himself to be bold, Leyley was locked up with you and he always looked for a way to act as correct as possible in front of other people.

—Wow, someone got up with a lot of energy. —You couldn't help but experience deep relief. It wasn't that low, menacing tone of Andrew's, it was Ashley's voice and he was speaking to you with his usual cheerfulness! He helped you open your throat again. Easy, Archie. We caught you there because we have a matter to clear up with you as soon as possible.

"This wasn't necessary," you claimed because they gave you the biggest scare of your life.

—Well, we wanted to save you from running to the balcony screaming like crazy.

—Please, just tell me what it is.

— Do you promise to always be on our side? Until the end?

—Hasn't it always been like this, Leyley?

—Don't avoid the question. “Answer,” Andrew snapped and you froze, you hated that tone of voice, especially now that it sounded deeper.

-Yes I swear. I swear on my life. I will always be on your side.

—...We hadn't told you before because we didn't know how you were going to react but it's true. Last night, when we gave you the order to stay here, something incredible happened. Our neighbor, he, summoned a demon.

- That? —You raised an eyebrow at that report but you also felt scared—. Don't be kidding, Leyley. Demons do not exist, they are just stories.

—We thought it was a hallucination the first time but… that's not the worst thing we have to confess to you. Archie... if we had killed someone and dismembered the victim of that demon to eat, would you give us away?

You tensed, wanting to refuse to believe it despite everything. Your gut churned and you felt dizzy again, which is why it took you a long time to respond apparently since one of your cousins (probably Andrew) had knocked on the door.

—Archie! —He yelled at you in anger.

—You can't ask that and expect me to say that I just accepted! What's wrong with them!? Don't tell me they really did it.

—Archie, we're all you have. Do you love us that little? —Ashley sounded offended.

- It's not that! I love you so much, Leyley! Even Andrew although he is sometimes mean to me. They are the most important thing I have in this life since my parents cared little about me. Did they really kill someone!? Why would they do that!? Not good!

—Do you believe us about the devil? —Ashley wanted to know but you couldn't give her an answer, it was too much to assimilate at once.

—…We want to get out of here. —It was Andrew again. And we want you to come with us, but we can't do it if you become a threat.

- What do you mean? They wouldn't be able to leave me.

—Don't make us do it. —You realized that he was very serious, that's why you were shocked. Andrew was always so diplomatic but this time he spoke in a severely deranged manner, he scared you. If you are willing to take our secret to the grave, continue as a family of three, you can come. We will be fugitives, we will have lost our lives completely, but at least we will have each other. As it has been since the quarantine began. We were abandoned, Archie. So do you join the escape or die here?

-I…

—Archie, come with us. You still won't be part of Andy and Leyley's adventures but... at least we'll be with you... as an extra! —Ashley's pleading tone formed a pit in your stomach and your eyes filled with tears, because you couldn't imagine a life without your cousins-brothers, not anymore, you never could anyway.

“I will go with you,” you said with such conviction that you felt liberated, “I would accompany you to hell if necessary.” I will never give them up! I will keep my mouth shut from the police, firefighters, exorcists, whoever. Cut off my dick if I lie!

Like a good son. In the end you would always have wanted it to be like this.

Ashley's shrill laughter restored your vitality and Andrew's relieved sigh brought out your most sensitive side at that moment, that's why you didn't hesitate to throw yourself into your cousin-sister's arms once the door was opened, for once you didn't refuse. to show him your affection so directly until you noticed the fact that Andrew was still watching, then you jumped away from Ashley and apologized to him so many times that you got fed up with him and he asked you to stop himself. Explaining to you what had happened just twenty minutes ago, they guided you to the neighbor's apartment to emerge through his door thanks to the newly stolen keys. You tried to ignore the body of the guard collapsed halfway and obediently followed your brothers to the hallways of the building at last.

After checking the papers on each door out of curiosity, discovering the crossed out blood types, and hearing Andrew complain that a board was the only thing preventing them from leaving, they headed to the guard's office where they found some interesting details about the administration of that circus What mattered most to Ashley was the security camera showing another guard occupying the second floor, she and Andrew talked about it when you came across a document that talked about selling organs.

“H-Hey…” you stuttered, nervous. We weren't locked in here like cattle, were we?

"I don't care about that now, I'm interested in getting out of here," Andrew said. We can make theories later. Not that I trust your abilities to form useful strategies, but hey, you can try to help... by not distracting us.

—Hey!

"We should go down to the next floor," Ashley commented. Let's look around a little, maybe we'll find something.

Andrew nodded to her words, leading the way and you followed them, you tried not to get in the way but your wounded pride made it difficult for you to ignore such a comment from Andrew; you always hated it when your cousin-brother underestimated you like that. You knew you could do more than just follow them! I hope they soon realize your potential. On the next floor there were only doors with crossed out papers except for one, where Ashley and Andrew stopped to discuss with just their eyes whether they should enter, a decision they made without even knocking, finding a very attractive young lady sitting on the edge of her bed. in front of the TV with a console controller in your hands, so you couldn't help but get confused.

—Hey! Stop there! Who are they!?

—We are your upstairs neighbors. We came because we thought you would need help to escape.

- That? I do not want to leave.

- No? —Andrew looked puzzled by that answer.

—Why would I want to leave if I have everything here? Food, video games. I'm living like a queen! I hope this quarantine never ends!

—Wait, they give you food?

—Yes, whatever I want, I just have to ask nicely.

- How? Opening your mouth wide and taking it all the way in?

—Ashley! —Andrew scolded, although you didn't understand what she meant by that sentence.

— Get lost! I already said I don't need your help, so go ahead, all three of you.

Like scolded children they left the apartment side by side. As you closed the door you couldn't help but stare at the splintered wood for too long, not knowing what to think.

“Well, that was… something,” Andrew commented with visible discomfort.

—Why do they treat us differently? Why didn't I ever receive food? —Leyley was rightly furious, you also felt very disconcerted by all this. You wanted to cry.

"I guess you're not pretty enough."

—Do you think she's pretty? —The tone with which Ashley had asked that question shook you. You would have been ready to tell her just what she needed to hear but Andrew beat you to it and of course gave her the worst possible answer.

"I mean, wasn't she?"

-…One way or the other. —You were very surprised that it didn't explode, this was one of the taboo topics between the three of us. Ashley used to get hysterical when any of you doubted her physical beauty, as if she constantly needed validation, especially from Andrew.

—Is it okay to leave her there after she has seen us?

—Of course not, but if you come in again brandishing your knife it's obvious she'll scream and then the second guard will come, he'll come in and shoot us.

“Ugh, this is so overwhelming,” Andrew groaned, covering his face with one hand.

"They're not serious, are they?" —You asked, scared with the ease with which they mentioned ending the neighbor's life. They both looked at you as if for a moment they had forgotten you were there.

—Eh, no, not at all. It was just a thought—that explanation didn't convince you at all. That is, they had already killed before, would they be able to do it again? You didn't want it to be like this but you weren't safe anymore with this pair of crazy people.

“I think our best option is to finish the ritual and use it to get rid of the guard,” they continued gliding between them, sliding down the hallway side by side, completely ignoring you. You couldn't be bothered, you were afraid of what they might be planning to pull off this time. You had already observed them many times in the past, you knew that you had no right to intercede for anything or anyone.

—If we take this woman to the cultist's room, we would solve our soul problem.

—How are you going to convince that lazy ass to leave her room?

—Damn, "It's true," Ashley grunted stressed. Let's finish preparing the ritual for now.

-…OK.

Andrew and Ashley (Andy and Leyley) began walking back to the stairs they had just come down and you walked with them in disbelief. How had things escalated to this point? You didn't understand what had gone so wrong for your cousins to think about summoning a soul-devouring demon as their option to get out of there, it wasn't that you had a better idea but it still seemed very surreal. Did demons really exist? That roar had been quite convincing but you hadn't seen anything with your own eyes, you didn't even know how much to trust your cousins' words.

—…Do you really think I'm not pretty enough, Andrew?

—Oh, come on, Ashley.

—Because she is so ugly, should she not receive food?

"Or maybe they thought it wouldn't be fun to try to seduce you while Archie and I were hanging around the house?"

—Oh. For once, Andrew's response calmed her instantly. Yes, right, good point.

“And I wouldn't let them do it anyway,” Andrew declared with a low growl as Ashley fell a step ahead of her. She may not have heard it but you did, so your reaction was almost automatic, you gasped, causing Andrew to look at you with a frown. What's up, Archie?

-No, nothing.

You looked away but you knew Andrew was still watching you warily, trying to read your facial expressions. It really terrified you when he became violent (it didn't happen often but when it did it was in the worst way), after all you were always his outlet for releasing frustrations, when he felt it was too much of a burden on his shoulders when dealing with Ashley's personality. . Yes, that was your role with him, that's why you felt more comfortable when your sister was around, they always got lost in each other and you were free to breathe easy. They arrived at room 405 and you tried to ignore the sight of the corpse as much as possible when the door opened. Andrew noticed it, so he looked at you apprehensively, stopping next to you.

"You don't have to go in if you don't want to, Archie." Why don't you wait outside and watch for us?

—That… would be nice, I think. But what do I do when someone comes?

"Just run and tell us," he replied, amused, because you had just asked a very stupid question. Who could blame you? You were infinitely disturbed by all that. Then we will take care of it as always.

—Should they kill the guard? Can't we just... distract him or lock him somewhere and escape? —Andrew considered the option you had just offered but he shook his head shortly after, smiling sadly at you.

—We need time to escape and I doubt we'll get that if we leave him alive to report everything we've done. He would surely call his boss and they would send police to arrest us.

-Even so…

—Archie. —His stern tone made you miserable. Are you really with us?

You nodded, looking him in the eyes as you had nothing more to add, he reciprocated your gesture and entered the room with Ashley, who was already eager to continue with the plan. Her voices exchanging ideas slowly faded from your earshot as you approached the stairs to fulfill your surveillance mission. You stayed there for what felt like an eternity until you saw them leave with a structured plan.

"Okay, Archie." "This is what we're going to do," Ashley spoke in her signature sing-song tone. We will talk to the woman on the third floor and lure the guard here with her help. Do you want to wait for us at our old apartment or will you join the party?

—Are they going to kill her like the guard?

—No, we're just going to scare her.

—…I'm accompanying you, I don't think I can stay out of all this.

-Well said. Come on.

They went down the stairs again, entered room 302 with incredible subtlety to threaten the neighbor but even though your cousins had told you their intentions, it was a strong impression to see Andrew hold a butcher knife to the defenseless neck. women. As everything unfolded before your eyes, you told yourself over and over again that it was okay, you weren't witnessing a murder, it was just a game to get a result. Nothing further, everything was under control. You don't know why, but having the neighbor talk on the radio worked wonders and now it was just a matter of finishing the next phase of this twisted mission.

"Okay, let's go," Ashley said confidently.

—If I let her go now, what do you think she will do?

"I won't do anything, I swear!" —the terrified woman exclaimed, startling you.

"Finish it, Ashley." I'll keep her quiet. Take Archie, I'd feel more comfortable having him take care of you while I'm gone. Ashley's expression didn't seem to agree with Andrew's sudden decision. That? Go away, idiot!

-…Good.

-Oh yeah. I almost forgot... Leyley, catch it

it.

You watched as Andrew tossed his lighter to Ashley and with one last knowing smile between the two of them, you and her hurriedly emerged towards the fourth floor. However, as they were halfway there, she spoke to you.

—Archie, I want you to go hide in our apartment and when the guard comes to where I am, quickly go to the third floor with Andrew.

- That? But he just said that...

—I don't trust what that bitch tries to do with him, so you will be my eyes. Understood?

With no other options you agreed, both hurrying to take their places. After a while, you heard the same ritual music that your neighbor used to play and a little less than a couple of minutes, you visualized the guard walking straight to the door where your cousin was lying. For a moment you debated whether to stay and take care of her as Andrew had indicated or pay attention to Leyley's demands. You were worried for him but you were also afraid for Ashley. However, you ultimately decided to obey her, so you ran downstairs to meet Andrew in her room with her attractive neighbor.

You would never have imagined what you would see. Everything happened too quickly when you crossed the threshold. The shiny blade of Andrew's knife buried itself in the throat of the horrified woman, whose screams were drowned in her blood as Andrew slid the blade from end to end, repeating tirelessly:

«Disappear, Nina. You are already dead. Dead and deep in that damn coffin. It's not my fault. I did it for her, I..."

Paralyzed and unable to intervene, you could only watch as the poor adult's body fell limply onto the soft mattress with a heavy thump, soaking everything in blood while Andrew struggled to recover oxygen, as if it were not enough. Little could you care about him at that moment when you had just witnessed a murder at the hands of a close family member.

—What are you doing here, Archie? —His composed tone couldn't be more false to you—. I thought I told you to take care of Ashley for me. What are you doing here? —You couldn't recover in time to answer him, so he grew impatient—. Archie. Where is she?

—A-Up…doing…what you said…

—And why aren't you with her? —Andrew turned in your direction, letting you see the blood that soaked his hands and face—. Archie, I swear to you that if anything happens to her...

“You killed her…” you found yourself saying breathlessly. Andrew looked at the neighbor's body with disinterest.

—She would be dead anyway, my Ashley wouldn't want her alive after this, I saved her the trouble of killing her herself.

- That...? You're kidding, right? You said... that you would only scare her.

"It was implicit in the plan that we couldn't leave witnesses, Archie." We wouldn't want anyone to tell on us, so this lazy girl had to go too.

- Andrew! What the hell is wrong with you!? —Your scream surprised him, scaring yourself; You had never yelled like that or said a bad word in front of him and the murderous look your cousin-brother gave you made you hate your reaction.

"Don't you dare raise your voice at me again, Archie."

“I… I'm sorry… it's just…” you said, trembling.

—Okay, just stay quiet. —Andrew started walking to go to the bathroom—. Not a word about what you saw Ashley, I'll explain what happened, okay?

-…Yeah.

—Archie.

— Y-Yes?

"You're still with us in this, right?" —He inquired, and seeing him caress the knife as if it were an adorable little mass disturbed you.

—O-Of course, Andy. I... I already told you that they are the only thing I have, I would never give them away. I would die before that.

-…Would you do it. —Andrew turned his back on you to finally enter the small adjoining room—. I'm glad we're on the same page. And don't call me that, you hear? I hate that nickname.

-I'm sorry…

During that period you just watched as Andrew cleaned the blood from his hands and face, still processing what had happened. When he finished, he closed the door again and went to inspect the corpse without touching it again. Soon you heard the door creak open and saw Ashley enter, giving you a triumphant smile and finally turning to Andrew, finding the scene in front of her and trying to understand it. She didn't seem perturbed like you, just curious. You looked down, avoiding continuing to look. You were sure that at any moment you would suffer an attack.

- What happened here? —she finally asked.

She tried to shoot me with a nail gun. —You looked up, what a blatant lie. Ashley noticed your reaction but she didn't want to mention it and she focused her suspicious gaze on Andrew.

—How the hell did that happen? I thought you were holding her.

—Well, I let her go.

- …Because?

"They were taking a while, so I figured it wouldn't be a problem as long as I had the knife with me." Lesson learned, I guess.

—Is that true, Archie?

—I——But Andrew interrupted you.

—Why are you asking Archie? I'm telling you what what happened.

—Don't blame me for thinking how absurd it is. Anyone would think it was silly for you to take a chance on that for no reason.

—Where do you want to go? —Ashley's words undoubtedly had a negative effect on Andrew, you felt the tension shoot up in the atmosphere, falling on your shoulders harshly.

—You said she was pretty.

Andrew growled at her words and the tension suddenly took on a new focus, which left you shocked by the subjectivity of it. What was happening? They were in the presence of a corpse. They have just –apparently– offered the soul of a guard to a demon! There was no room for me to talk about that right now.

—I didn't try anything with her!

—Yes, yes, and I was wondering why you insisted so much on staying behind. “Andrew worries about shooting his load while Archie and I risk getting shot by a guard,” Ashley recited exasperatedly, turning to you for confirmation. It is not like this? You probably found him trying to fuck her and she made you keep it a secret, right?

—No, what happens is…

—You are aware that there is a body in this room right now, right? —Despite your intentions, Andrew interrupted you again, apparently unwilling to let go of the accusation of his younger sister, who quickly scoffed.

—Surely he told you no.

—Fuck you, Ashley! They almost shot me too.

—It's your fault for letting her go! God, I can't believe how stupid you get when it comes to women!

—For the last time, I wasn't trying something with her. And even if he had done it, which I didn't, how does that affect you? She's already dead.

—Oh! Good! Good to Know! —Ashley exclaimed, not at all calm.

—God, I hate when you get like that. What is your problem? It's like this every damn time.

- Exact! It's the same every time! Every time some damn bitch shows up.

—Yes, well, I'm not celibate. That shouldn't matter to you.

— It's always the same with you! You stick your dick in any bitch and the rest of the world disappears.

"That's not true," Andrew declared.

And as the fight between your cousins progressed you became more and more disturbed. You had seen them argue before (quite a few times actually) but never with such intensity, you were beginning to worry that a dangerous line was going to be crossed when Andrew confronted Ashley about her harassment of Julia, thereby revealing that she was the one. causing them to end their relationship. You wanted to intervene, stop them before it was too late, but your legs were giving out. That's why you became more receptive the instant your sister started pushing too hard, to the point that when Andrew tried to get out of her, she blocked the door.

—What's wrong with me!? I've been taking care of you! Isn't that what brothers do?

—Just… stop. —Covering her face Andrew slurred, then you knew what was coming and your heart raced in terror.

- That!? Tell me! It's not my fault! I didn't lock us here! I didn't kill the cultist! I didn't even kill the guard.

- To which?

- To nobody! You did it! And the devil. I am innocent, I have not hurt a single soul.

-Of course not. You make me do it for you!

—I'm not making you do shit, Andrew. You alone chose to take care of that bastard and you chose to do everything you've done here. And guess what, Andy? —Ashley inquired, leaning toward him, behaving so mockingly that Andrew's inert figure formed an enormous contrast between the two; He barely had time to warn her to stop, because he knew the stupidity he was about to commit and yet she didn't hold her tongue. You chose to lock Nina in that box, where the damn bitch drowned! Being so traumatized. Cry about it until you fall asleep, Andy. My poor, poor Andy.

You were in shock. If you thought their fight was revealing on a level you haven't seen in a long time, Ashley's confession about the death of Julia's friend was devastating. All this time they had been the cause of her death, they disappeared her, they buried her body in the forest, very close to her playground when they were younger. What kind of monsters did you have as familiars? You couldn't accept it.

But you were still shocked when Ashley started attacking Andrew completely crazy, so your body moved on autopilot, you tried to push her away while begging her to stop, hugging her waist as you pulled her back, unfortunately you were still very weak, so you tripped and fell on your side. By the time you had regained some vision, you noticed that it was now Andrew who was holding Ashley by her neck, uttering stern threats.

- Andrew! No Please! Don't hurt Leyley! She can't control it! —You screamed but it was useless like every time I tried.

you wanted to reach them. Always ignored, always useless.

On an impulse you got up and ran out of the room because you didn't want to witness any more. Scared of seeing them kill each other. Without direction you went down the stairs, fled to a corner and stayed there wrapped in tears. You didn't want that. You wanted your family back, you wanted to return to ignorance if it meant you could live happily. This had to be a nightmare, it couldn't be real.

I wish you had never been born.

You didn't know what happened next, you felt like you were on board a cloud, because the haze of your mind barely allowed you to register Ashley's nearby face, whose lips seemed to be pronouncing your name. It took you a few minutes to dissipate your catatonic state, finally noticing the way she caressed your hair.

— Have you come to your senses, Archie? —Your adopted sister's voice was sweet—. She worried us not to see you around.

- We are dead?

—No, blessing or curse? "I'll let you choose," she said, amused.

—I'm sorry, Archie, about earlier… we didn't want to scare you.

You turned your head and looked at Andrew, who looked genuinely embarrassed by the scene you were forced to witness. It was strange, you should feel disgusted with them, disgusted by them after everything you learned, more than before at least, but somehow you were more at peace than ever. At that moment you noticed the vibration shaking your body, you looked past Andrew and realized that they were inside a moving bus.

—And the building? Where we go?

—Well, Andrew promised me a delicious dinner at a decent restaurant. Afterwards... I guess we'll find a cheap motel to sleep in. Don't worry, Archie. I made Andrew swear that if we didn't find a room with three beds, he would leave one all to yourself. He doesn't need it anyway, he always ends up sleeping with me.

—Shut up now, woman. "Stop exposing our private lives in public areas," Andrew demanded embarrassedly, making Ashley laugh at it.

They were behaving as normal, almost as if none of this had just happened, as if it were nothing more than a distant dream. How strange the world was, right?

—By the way, Archie. From today onwards you must not call me Leyley,” your cousin-sister said out of nowhere. That caught your attention when you thought you saw a soft smile appear on Andrew's lips, so discreet that no one would easily notice it. You looked at Ashley's face right away and she winked at you to whisper to you. Not in front of Andrew at least, okay?

“I heard that,” your cousin-brother snapped with a growl. Ashley laughed, so for the first time since your return to consciousness you stretched your lips to smile with them. The feeling wasn't bad, if they had allowed you to accompany them despite everything, you felt good about that. You realized that you didn't care if they were murderers, cannibals or practitioners of demonic rituals, they were your parents and you accepted them as they were.



Chapter 3: Repressed desires.


The breeze that stung your skin made you feel free, so you couldn't stop running, playing with some children that you met on your walk through the park with your adopted siblings. They allowed you to separate to have fun but you knew that soon it would be time to leave. As you rested with your palms on your knees to resume your run, you looked towards one of the benches, right where you had left them. Andrew continued reading the newspaper with his serious expression and Ashley looked towards you, taking advantage of the fact that you noticed her scrutiny to greet you happily, you responded elatedly before running again. You didn't care about anything in the world for a long while longer, until you heard Andrew's voice calling out to you. And without saying goodbye you returned to them who were already prepared to leave; Andrew had rolled up the newspaper so that he could use it to hit you over the head if you had an objection but you didn't.

"Come on, Archie." “We have to rest,” Ashley told you with that smile that you liked so much.

The three of them together returned to the motel room where they had been staying all this week, apparently the only one that had accepted cash from them without asking too many questions about it. On the way through the parking lot you came across a sign that Ashley had apparently noticed so far, so out of nowhere she made a comment that caught your two attention.

—Oh, caramel apple and cinnamon. I want to try that!

—We can't afford any nonsense right now.

- Oh, come on! She—she complained at Andrew's refusal just like a little girl, which made you laugh again. Sometimes she was so childish. It's only a couple of dollars!

—You can have that or dinner, it's your decision.

—Ugh, this sucks! “She,” he kicked. It's limited time! You'd want one too, wouldn't you, Archie? I'm sure you support me, help me convince this cheapskate.

“Say goodbye to getting soda for that,” Andrew growled. You felt bad for Ashley with your brother's words but you didn't have the courage to face him, so you let it be.

—Ehhh!? How can you be so mean, Andrew!?

"It's your fault for trying to turn Archie against me."

You sighed as the exchange continued for a few minutes, sadly ignoring the vending machine that adorned the wall of the rooms below his room since you actually wanted something like that. You remember, while ascending the stairs that it was difficult to get a place to sleep since everywhere they required identification from your cousins-brothers, luckily they had arrived in this remote neighborhood at the last minute. They walked through the door and Andrew wasted no time in taking over the couch in front of the television while Ashley went straight to the closet to get the gun she had stolen from the quarantine building guard, quickly guessing that it was the main reason they had returned so quickly. early, it was probably a talk they had in your absence.

It was actually starting to get dark but it's not like your perception of time was strict when it came to wasting energy having fun with strangers.

You thought about settling down on the couch as well, but Andrew had tuned in to a news channel and you didn't feel like getting bored with the commercials, so you preferred to lie on the floor making origami figures with the old newspaper that adorned the room. You saw your cousin pick up the scattered dirty clothes to run to the room where the bathroom was installed. No doubt when she finished washing she would ask you to take a shower before going to bed since they planned to continue on their way in the morning. Your peace would have continued if it hadn't been for the fact that when Ashley returned from her homework, she perched on the couch with the intention of disturbing Andrew after having blocked his view of the screen.

-All done. You are welcome.

-Great thanks.

—I really am a sweetheart, you know? You are very lucky to have me.

-Yes Yes.

—I cook, I clean and I am a feast for the eyes. Meanwhile, what are you doing? You watch TV all day like a fool.

You rolled your eyes after noticing how Andrew hit Ashley's hand with which he was touching her face, you already knew what was coming. It seemed like your sister's favorite pastime was provoking all kinds of reactions in your cousin. Sometimes you wish they would leave you alone and go to a motel to continue their flirting routines. Wait, they were already in one. You laughed at your own joke and decided to ignore them, busy finishing your paper artwork.

—Don't worry, you won't be on the news, Andy.

You tore the square you had been preparing with folds when a cold ran down your back and you looked up to realize that this had once again formed a black cloud on Andrew's face. Hadn't they agreed to leave those nicknames behind? Was Ashley crazy? It wasn't something new broke her promises but on many occasions you were impressed by the guts she had to overcome her own records, rules and limits; You began to admire her for it but you believed that it was also a constant danger in her life. She let herself laugh out loud at the reaction she had gotten from Andrew, so like a cautious animal, you put your own entertainment on the back burner to gauge what would happen.

"I should have known..." your brother commented under his breath.

"Aw, what are you going to do about it, Andy?" Are you going to choke me again? You will do it?

- Do you want me to do it?

-I'm kidding. It's all for fun.

-I thought we were fine. —Somehow Andrew looked hurt, he intrigued you with her.

—We are, I'm just teasing you. It's just a nickname, get over it.

—It's the only thing I've asked of you and it's symbolic, stupid.

"You and your romanticism," Ashley snapped exasperated, "shove it up her ass."

“I don't know what I was expecting,” Andrew commented to himself again, you noticed.

—Listen, I'm behaving. What else do you want me to do? I'm being good to you.

— Are you? Because I'm starting to get the opposite impression here.

In an unexpected movement Ashley climbed onto Andrew's lap, you couldn't see him directly but his figure was above your cousin-brother at that moment, so you looked away awkwardly. You had been joking to yourself when you described their fights as flirtations but again they were making it hard not to imagine anything but pure outcomes involving the two of them. You were starting to hate puberty. Not a second could pass without your hormones working to bring you perverted images that blew your mind in a matter of microseconds. And they definitely didn't help you think otherwise when they got so close to each other! You tried hard to look away but your eyes were drawn to the scene like magnets.

-Yes Yes. You think I'm horrible, huh? Do you want to see what it's like when I really misbehave? It could be much worse. Should I show you how horrible I really am?

- Dare yourself! Although I warn you that you will find me much less accommodating than Andy,” Andrew declared, grabbing her face with genuine irritation, managing to impose himself over her as if he wanted to throw her onto the couch, under him where she belonged.

And you wish you had the ability to erase yourself from the map. Your face felt very hot because of the sight and the thousands of thoughts that crossed your brain. Fortunately, the announcer's voice managed to attract the attention of both, whose statement had to do with his previous department. You also pricked up your ears, curious about the report. It mentioned that a fire had occurred that devastated the entire building and the life that lived there, something you immediately doubted. That is to say, there were many crossed out doors where there was no answer no matter how many times they knocked, anyone would assume that they had been uninhabited before. What was happening? Surely Andrew would have important observations about this and much more relevant than yours, he was very intelligent after all. What a shame you couldn't read minds.

—That was our department, right? —Ashley confirmed.

—"It was" is the correct verb tense in fact.

—Would you leave the oven on?

—They said that everyone has died.

—Oh, that's great, don't you think? They must think that we too have died and all evidence of our… escape, so to speak, has been incinerated.

—I wonder that…

—I told you everything was going to be fine.

—That still leaves us being homeless with a few coins.

"Anyway, things will be settling down little by little," Ashley said happily, proceeding to get up from her seat. I'll sleep for a while, good night.

—I'll stay a little longer... maybe the evening news will have more information about the fire...

-Whatever you want. —Ashley walked towards you somewhat reluctantly due to the density of her older brother, diverting to the bed at the other end—. What about you, Archie? Won't you go to sleep?

—No, I'm fine, I'm not sleepy yet and I want to finish this first.

—What did I do to deserve these very active men? "She," she said in a recriminating tone while she separated the covers from the mattress to wrap her body under them.

“Grateful you should be that we took care of you while you're drooling on the pillow,” Andrew mocked. She groaned in offence, but you laughed as she looked to you for support.

“Sorry, I'm with Andrew this time,” you said mischievously.

— Poisonous vipers! —She exclaimed and soon laughed too, then settled down to sleep soundly, after all she never had problems falling asleep.

She once told you that she compartmentalized herself. At least someone in that family enjoyed the benefit, you had also started to sleep badly because of the recent events in the building, since it didn't seem like your cerebro was to quickly accept what happened. You dreamed of being back in the confinement of the quarantine where you were trying to reach the exit that was receding without being able to reach it while an endless number of blades soaked in blood and fresh meat chased you; You woke up at dawn screaming or crying because of repetitive images of blood and death, all to receive comfort from your cousins, who would not return to your shared bed until they managed to calm you down. During the day you could occupy your head with any crude activity but you were sure that you would always be terrified of going to sleep and nothing would ever return to normal for you in that regard; Without a doubt a bad time to stay alone in a bed. It was some time after Ashley was asleep when Andrew called you, startling you a little.

—Archie.

- Yeah?

-Come here. —You obeyed, placing yourself on the side of where he lay, receiving some coins that he gave to your hands (which you extended out of reflex), something that confused you quite a bit. However, he wasted no time in giving you an answer. Bring Ashley that weird apple soda she wanted to try and buy some for yourself.

- Really? I thought you said...

—Just go. It doesn't matter.

Andrew looked away, blushing slightly, and you smiled. You wouldn't describe your cousin-brother as embarrassing but he certainly had this side that rarely came to the outside when it came to pleasing Ashley. He undoubtedly loved her very much; despite how much they fought, you found her unique connection endearing. With a nod you hurried out of the room. Normally Andrew or Ashley would watch you from above while you went down the stairs and headed to the vending machine but it didn't bother you that your cousin gave you that confidence by staying inside. Without admiring the landscape or paying attention to anything, you acquired the promised cans and calmly returned to the room.

You didn't mean to be silent, much less discreet, but your movements must have been so soft that Andrew didn't notice when you opened the door. You were going to announce your return with complete normality but you were paralyzed when you discovered Andrew sitting on the bed where your cousin-sister lay, watching him brush a lock of black hair away from Ashley's sleeping face while he leaned straight to her lips where he remained suspended breathing. of his breath, only to divert at the last moment to her forehead to give him a brief kiss, but too hungry to be able to ignore it. You felt your heart beat crazy when you finally managed to register what happened.

The look in his eyes, the intense emotion that was reflected in his pupils for a moment could have left you traumatized for life if you hadn't seen him cut someone's throat before. It certainly wasn't anything like the notion of coloring them in real time.

You closed the door with all the delicacy you could muster to appease the adrenaline built up in your body and you breathed, you tried to catch your breath. You didn't know what desire was, at least you couldn't give it definition in your brain unlike your body, but you recognized fear and that feeling was what caused you to see Andrew act that way, as if he were trying to break his role as older brother, or perhaps resisting the temptation to cross the line. You did not know. Once you felt calm enough, you walked down the small hallway to pretend you were returning from shopping, this time opening the door more noisily to gain access; you couldn't help but notice that Andrew was no longer in bed with Ashley, but back on the couch in front of the TV.

—I brought what you asked for.

—Okay, I'll go buy dinner. Take good care of the fort.

“You know you do,” you said, nervous. Don't go smoking too much, Ashley doesn't like it-

"Don't tell me what to do, Archie," he interrupted you, in a bad mood.

With that last thing he left the room, leaving you alone with your unconscious cousin in bed. You couldn't resist the urge to sit next to her still with the soda cans in hand, feeling yourself recreating Andrew's actions earlier, although you weren't planning on taking advantage of Ashley, you just wanted to hear her breathe. Staring into space you rambled on what would happen if Andrew and Ashley ended up together. You possessed important moral values thanks to your common life, since the only abnormality in your routine was your constant coexistence with the Graves until the moment your parents abandoned you under their guardianship.

You knew it was sick for siblings to be romantically attracted to each other, but was it your place to judge whether your cousins loved each other that way? You weren't in their places, you had no idea what was going on inside their heads.

You looked at your cousin-sister out of the corner of your eye, stunned with those doubts. You always thought Ashley was pretty but her chaotic personality destroyed everything else and she never cared about that, she just wanted Andrew to be by her side, she chose to be a monster rather than a hypocrite, unlike Andrew. You always noticed how he got lost contemplating her despite having established some distance, the ease he had in touching her, caressing her away from being brotherly, the way his hands formed fists when anyone else (including you) approached or looked at her too much. . It wasn't good, it was fucking bad. But you realized that you would prefer that they not overcome that complex, that they not advance, because you did not want to be left alone. You had already seen them at their worst and you decided to never tell on them. Wouldn't it be great if they officially became your parents in exchange for your silence? This way you would support them without feeling the slightest guilt while the entire society disgusted them. That would give you a fixed goal, a reason to be alive. It would be like protecting them, returning the favor of staying by your side even when they had the opportunity to get rid of you.

“Shit…” Ashley’s moan made you tense. She watched her stretch and remain limp, staring at the ceiling for a second before she looked at you and smiled. Hello, tell me it's not the night of another day.

-It is not.

—That's good, I didn't want to hear Andy's bawling because of my natural laziness.

"I don't think he would, not when none of us need to go to school." —You shook your head—. "He's gone to buy dinner," she informed him, proceeding to hand him the can of cinnamon caramel apple you had been holding. And she said to give you this.

Your cousin's eyes lit up, maintaining an excited smile for as long as it took to hold the can between her fingers, because when she had it in her possession she smiled mischievously.

—Typical of him, don't you think? Refuse and refuse but in the end agree, it was like that when we were children, you know? He always complained about my wonderful plans but despite that he played along. I loved that time. You probably don't remember, you were just a baby then. Although it's been a while since I indulged in something like this. Guess it's just a matter of time before Andy joins me again, huh?

-I don't understand…

—I think he's in a phase, that's my theory. Caused by all the useless run-ins he's had with those bitches from the outside world. What he calls "social life." But I have full confidence that we will return to being the same as always after everything that happened.

“Well, we won't be able to go back to our old lives,” you recited the words they gave you since they weren't lies, they were just the three of you now. That was good, wasn't it? Ashley…

—Call me Leyley when we're alone.

—But, hadn't you promised to leave those names behind?

—It's only temporary, until she manages to convince him again. It will be hard work but it will be worth it. I'm bored of this cautious façade of yours. Where's the fun in that?

—Wouldn't it be dangerous? He really seems to mind that you call him Andy.

—But, well, Archie. Are you with me or against me? —She reproached you. You would have taken it for granted if she hadn't literally kicked the covers off with her feet and hit the mattress a couple of times with her palms.

-It's not about that. I want to prevent them from fighting again. I feel like if I see them again like that time in the building…” You shook your head anxiously, trying to erase the memory. I don't want to, I'm afraid... afraid that something will break between you.

—Don't worry, it won't happen again. I mean, of course I'll fight him when he doesn't want to listen to me but I think I'm starting to understand how his mind works now, at any moment I'll make him give in.

—I wouldn't be so sure...

—Do you distrust my word? —Ashley pouted, and you smiled.

—You're not the best at staying out of trouble.

—And that is my best quality. Everything will be fine, you'll see. I have it all under control.

For a moment you debated whether to agree with her or try to convince her otherwise. However, at that moment Andrew walked in with a couple of plastic bags containing what he suggested was that night's dinner. Neither slowly nor lazily did Ashley get up and run up to him using a sing-song tone to ask permission to try her soda. When Andrew asked her why he hadn't done it already, she assured him that she thought to thank him for her random act of kindness first of all. She uncapped the can and took a contemplative sip; Her expression was unreadable, neither Andrew nor you would have been able to read it to verify the taste of the liquid in question.

- And good? —Andrew wanted to know. Ashley smiled at him as if nothing was wrong.

—You can have the rest.

—So it's terrible. "That's great," she growled.

—It has the same flavor as the aroma of nail polish.

Curious with the description offered, you uncapped your own soda and tasted it. Contrary to Ashley, you had not chosen an exotic flavor, rather a standard one, but you found that despite everything it was not very pleasant, it left a very strange itchy sensation on your tongue. You left her outside.

—What a waste of money!

—Not entirely, my curiosity has been satiated. What do you want in exchange? My virginity?

You almost choked when you heard your cousin ask that question and you coughed up the remains that irritated your throat. You looked up and noticed that Andrew was not doing any better as he looked more than nervous if not terrified, he had even turned away when he couldn't find a way to address that destructive joke at the moment. Maybe you were imagining things but for a moment you thought you saw him blush as he bit his bottom lip. Ashley meanwhile had been laughing in amusement at the reactions she got.

- Damn! Enough of this!

"I mean, if you go to a bar and a guy offers you a drink, isn't that the logical conclusion?"

—What kind of bar is that? —It was Andrew's turn to smile mischievously, thus returning the joke to Ashley—. I should go sometime.

—While that actually doesn't make sense, I highly doubt that bitches who hang out in bars are even the slightest bit virginal.

—How you like to judge people.

—How is yours, Archie? —Your cousin asked, turning to you. You approached and offered her, making her make a not at all pleased face. Is this supposed to be orange?

“I've never tried the paint but I guess that's how it tastes,” you commented with a nervous smile, offering it to Andrew, although he rejected your offer. Then you imitated Ashley in continuing to drink from your can like she did with hers.

—Ugh, she's disgusting.

“You don't have to finish it, just throw it away,” Andrew commented. Same for you, Archie. "There's a garbage can over there," he added, pointing to said object with a finger. However, Ashley was quick to retort against the mere suggestion.

- Never! Was a present!

And she continued to drink it stubbornly. Andrew seemed happy about it despite everything, although you decided to drink your soda little by little, you didn't want to risk your stomach hurting either, you weren't in a condition to go to a hospital; Andrew had explained it to you in the beginning. And after eating the food that your brother had provided them, they all went to sleep.

.

You blinked, looking left and right at the wide area you were stumbling through, this was a familiar neighborhood, one you could describe perfectly in the present. Then you noticed that small back dressed in purple colors advancing in front of you, finally noticing that someone was holding your hand and pulling you to match your pace a little. A figure taller than you but unquestionably childish. It was Leyley, who often turned to smile at you in a mischievous way, or perhaps just mischievously, you weren't sure at the time. Only she knew where they were going, but it didn't take long for you to catch a glimpse of Andy's silhouette sitting on the edge of the sidewalk, thoughtful with his gaze lost in the void, the dark circles in his eyes accentuating a defeated appearance. You realized that you were still too young to articulate coherent or even understandable sentences, so you didn't say anything while they arrived.

—Andy! Look who came to visit us! —your cousin announced. They weren't your adopted brothers yet.

“Hello, Archie,” he greeted you half-heartedly, not even bothering to lean over to ruffle your hair absentmindedly, showing you how little he really cared.

—If you ask about those responsible for his birth, they are inside.

—Don't they have other relatives to bother? "They visit us often lately," Andy said in a monotone, emotionless voice. Yes, you remembered those times, a time where Andy looked more like a zombie than a child.

—Since you've been acting like a ghost these days, I thought you might like more company, since your friends don't seem to be enough.

—I'm surprised she let you bring it.

—Well, I didn't warn him. I practically stole it when none of them were looking. Honestly, I don't think they care much. In fact, I think Archie is unwanted like me. Our aunt is the youngest and I have heard mom say that she is a floor slut! Archie is sure to get in the way of her having sex with all those men she's cheating on her husband with.

"You know I'll be the one they scold for dragging him along with you, right?"

—That and you deserve more for having been ignoring me at school.

“I don't do that, Leyley,” Andy snapped, though he didn't offer any explanation after that, inspiring a growl from little Ashley.

—Anyway, what do we do with him today? I heard that he still doesn't have the ability to store many memories, and the best thing is that he doesn't know how to talk, he won't be able to give us away if we do something extreme.

"I don't want extreme games," he declared. You know you would have been scared if you had understood the gravity involved in that command. I've had enough of what happened last month.

-Bored.

—If you don't want me to ignore you at school, obey me.

—Joo, what do we play then? —Your cousin asked, puffing out her cheeks.

—I don't know, what do you want to do, Leyley?

—We can play throwing stones at the birds, or we can play cooking insects! I would like to see how the worms writhe in the hot oil.

-Yes, that would be good. It's better than playing cat catch.

- Yeah! Today's episode is titled: "Andy and Leyley and the Silent Spectator - Part Five"!

Leyley smiled and laughed heartily, taking your delicate hands from one moment to the next to spin with you. You could only see her smiling face as the entire world around you became a meaningless blur. You were dizzy but you reciprocated Leyley's smile, mesmerized by her, an angelic creature whose wings have been dyed with blood and her halo has been replaced by warlike, pointed horns. No, she only appeared to be a divine being, because really her nature was far above any mortal scale. You used to wonder why Leyley drew you to her morbid light like a lost moth that doesn't know how to distinguish what is nourishing from what is harmful. Perhaps it was in your nature to also adore destructive spawns.

.

You were woken up by a violent shake and a scream that drilled your eardrums mercilessly. Startled, you opened your eyes and with heavy breathing, seeing your cousin-sister jump out of bed; You were barely able to register the sleepy silhouette of Andrew getting up from the couch with lazy movements. Ashley continued yelling that they were about to be killed and that they should get out of there as soon as possible. Without knowing what was happening, your body started to feel heavy again, so you just held on to your surrogate mom's arm and let yourself be dragged out of bed, until your surrogate dad was kind enough to carry you on his back as they left. in a hurry from the motel room.



Chapter 4: Dangerous Games

You would have really liked to continue sleeping, probably never wake up. The sensation of movement that you were able to notice in the middle of your waking state was being comfortable. There were no dreams tormenting your mind, nothing but a couple of nearby murmurs that felt from another plane, far away. It occurred to you that you would like to stay like this, since there were no unpleasant thoughts or visions, there was no defined space or time that could humiliate you, although unfortunately you did not last long immersed in that wave of unconsciousness when a familiar aroma stung your nose, then your ears recognized a voice that revived your other senses, offering you the alternative of finally waking up. It took a while for your cloudy eyes to get an image for your understanding but you finally visualized the suspicious posters on the wall soliciting girls, which is why you remembered that after lunch, Ashley had joked about leaving her phone number there to try her luck. , thus obtaining tax-free money that they needed to survive longer; Andrew hadn't liked that idea of course, leaving it as a useless conversation, so unnecessary that you wondered why it was the first thing you thought of. You shifted sleepily.

“It's about time,” you heard Andrew say. I'm tired, so it's time for you to get off.

You didn't have time to accept, you simply felt as you slid down, losing the warmth of Andrew's back, before you saw him light a cigarette. You rubbed your eyes but this time you leaned against Ashley, letting out a deep yawn.

“It's cold,” you complained, wrapping your own arms around yourself. Why are we here?

"I had a vision where they cut our throats," Ashley explained, visibly agitated. You looked at her with one eye without believing what you heard.

- Vision? Aren't you referring to a nightmare?

—No, I'm talking about a vision, I'm sure it was. A guy had entered our room and murdered us while we were still sleeping.

—Wait, and since when are you clairvoyant to be saying those things?

—Haven't I told you, Archie? —Ashley's expression reflected absolute surprise at the question you asked her—. Do you remember that a week ago, when we escaped from the building, I offered the soul of the guard guarding the second floor to a demon? I got it there.

- You did it? “I was sure you had…” – you looked around her, lowering the volume of your voice and leaning towards her – “taken down the guard like Andrew did with her neighbor.”

"Oh, so you're saying you never believed us," Ashley pointed out angrily. You tensed and looked visibly nervous, which is why you began tapping the tips of your index fingers against each other as you let your eyes flit away from your cousin-brothers.

—Well, it's not that I doubt you but… but, you know, I didn't see the demon for myself. I didn't even get to see the guard's body before my mind crashed and all that.

"The truth is that I'm also questioning what he wears," Andrew intervened, calmly smoking his cigarette. I mean, some nightmares are just that.

"I don't have nightmares," Ashley stated firmly. This was the first in my life.

- That? Oh really? I have nothing but nightmares... —Andrew's face reflected absolute bewilderment, you could tell, you also felt incredulous about that.

—Anyway, let's wait a little longer. I'm sure it will appear at any time.

—Are we just going to stay here and that's it? —You weren't encouraged by the idea.

—Do you at least have an idea which direction it could come from? —As you envied Andrew, he always asked the important questions! You felt retarded next to him, it almost made you jealous.

In the end it was decided that they would wait there, with nothing to do. In your case you did nothing more than watch as Andrew smoked aimlessly, throwing the butts on the floor, replacing it with a new one shortly after. Smoke billowed around you and you could tell you were feeling sick after a few minutes. Ashley must have felt the same way because after Andrew's fourth cigarette she began to growl, starting an exchange between them, the kind you were already used to. Ashley called Andrew's habit a waste of money that could give him erectile dysfunction (who knows what she meant by that) while your cousin-brother blurted out that he wouldn't be meeting girls anytime soon. When the woman in the group asked what was stopping him from doing so, you panicked at the dark look Andrew shot Ashley, so much so that you felt the urge to hug her free arm, as far away from him as possible. Luckily that ended with Ashley ripping the cigarette from his fingers.

—Shut up, Ashley. Aren't we supposed to be hiding?

But it was then that footsteps were heard approaching, instinctively Andrew had pulled Ashley's arm so that they stuck to the wall and you did the same for or placing yourself next to your cousins as if you were trying to cross them, although after a while you settled on the floor as if you were playing with any random object adorning it. Ashley hid it by whistling and Andrew looked at the sky while the hooded subject walked until he got lost behind one of the buildings.

—Haven't we eaten that guy?

—Don't say that out loud! —Andrew exclaimed upset. For your part, you felt a pang in your stomach; you would surely be vomiting if you had seen the cultist torn apart in the freezer.

-Oh I'm sorry. Hadn't we cut that guy up and put it in our refrigerator?

Andrew pouted, scolding her again, only to get that innocent laugh that suited her appearance so well if everything else was taken into account. Your cousin-sister certainly had a twisted sense of humor, not that you didn't know that beforehand.

"There must be more where he came from, huh?"

—…Where do you think he would go?

-Don't know. To a sex and drug party with demons? Why are you asking me?

—Should we follow him? —Andrew questioned thoughtfully.

“I doubt this is a good idea,” you said, growing more anxious. Who knows what could happen to them if they were still there in the middle of the morning? And one of your minor fears was that they would get mugged.

—But I'm trying to see if my vision comes true or not.

—It's not like we all have to stay here. Wait for me right here, I'll go investigate on my own.

Ashley really didn't seem convinced that you and her would be left alone while Andrew took the risk of joining some cult hidden among the decaying buildings of that neighborhood, but she ended up agreeing, but not without asking him to come back soon. Andrew's normally serious expression underwent a change, as if he didn't really like the idea of separating from Ashley very much, but he didn't comment on it out of embarrassment since you were there to hear it, although he didn't make any attempt to leave either. And after Ashley teased him a little about her reluctance to move away from her, Andrew finally moved away from you. You assumed that your cousins were not used to being far from each other, it seemed exaggerated to think so but you couldn't rule it out either considering that wherever you looked for one you would find them both.

"Well, it's just you and me again, Archie."

—Will you send me to follow him? —You questioned uneasily.

—I would like that but... I know that he will force you to come back to me this time, it will be better to leave it for now.

—And… what was the guy in your vision like?

He—he was wearing a trench coat and dark glasses, also a mask, so I couldn't describe him beyond that. Perhaps, the fact that he was tall, a few inches taller than Andrew.

—That's terrifying, I wouldn't want to dream about something like that.

A brief silence enveloped them but you felt Ashley's eyes fixed on you, so it didn't take long for you to get uncomfortable knowing what she could be thinking, after all she never forgot the slightest offense that Andrew or you committed against her. You were already anticipating her coming back to you about not believing her about the demon. You wish she would have some mercy on you! You did not believe in supernatural beings for the sake of your own psyche, as the idea that such evil creatures with zero empathy for human suffering existed terrified you. Perhaps it was the fault of your biological father being a deeply religious believer, instilling in you the love of God by default.

— Have you been sleeping more?

—Uh? —You really weren't expecting this conversation now.

—Since you joined the family you haven't had the opportunity to sleep alone, not at the beginning of the night, so I'm curious. Did you need to feel Andy before you were deprived?

—It was good… I think. It helps me a lot to look towards you so I don't feel so alone.

—Should we buy you a stuffed animal or something?

- That? No! I don't need dolls anymore!

—Oh, right, you're all grown up now, aren't you? —Ashley's tone denoted obvious mockery, you blushed accordingly—. Sorry for worrying me too much, Mr. Adult.

-It's not that.

—You know that if you feel like you can't, Andy and I can put you up. It would be fun to have three in one bed! Isn't that what they do at sleepovers?

"Not always," you sighed, since the mere mention of it had formed a pit in your stomach, making you miss the nights you spent at one of your friends' houses. Your uncles always gave you permission to attend as many sleepovers as you wanted and even encouraged you to organize others soon as long as it wasn't in the apartment. Thinking about it made you realize that they wanted to deal with you as little as possible. And I don't want to bother Andrew, so I can't.

- Piss him off?

"Yes, well..." you hesitated to tell him the story that helped you understand your cousin's possessiveness towards your cousin-sister, "I swore I wouldn't tell you."

—Come on, tell me, he's not here now.

— I don't like breaking my promises! not like you or.

-Low blow. Archie, are you going to deny me that? Me? —You covered your eyes, because you didn't want to see his puppy eyes, you were weak to that method he had to insist on you—. Archie, look at me. How can you be so cruel to your favorite cousin? Not even Andy can deny me for long! Hey! —And with a devilish smile that you could barely see between your fingers, you felt Ashley's cold hands beginning to tickle you, you writhed uselessly in the face of the attack—. Disobedient children deserve punishment!

—Ashley, no!

—And now you dare to call me that when we are alone. I haven't spoiled you enough.

- Forgive me! Forgive me! No! I really don't want to make Andrew angry!

—You have no idea what I do to well-behaved children, Andrew wouldn't do a third of what I'm capable of doing to you. Do you want to test me, Archie? That you want? —He threatened between laughs that you quadrupled by not being able to escape from his strong grip, you were not even half as strong due to the malnutrition you suffered, much less slippery.

- I give up! I give up, Leyley! Please!

“That's better,” she said triumphantly as she towered over you. You didn't realize when you had bent over so much that you ended up rolling on the floor, covering yourself with dust, which caught Ashley's gaze, and she inspected you with malicious interest. .

- What's happening? —You asked, catching your breath as much as you could.

—Oh, it's nothing. You just reminded me of a lilac bunny I once kept in a box.

His comment created a void again, but this time in your chest, and the memory of that occasion inside the building returned to your mind for a microsecond, but you dismissed it with the same speed with which you stood up to continue accompanying your cousin. sister in her homework, this time without adding other talks to distract them. You didn't know how much time passed but the moment came when Andrew's figure showed itself again, approaching you with some urgency, it even seemed like he was restraining himself from doing more than simply settling in front of Ashley.

—Are you done snooping on the cultists? —Ashley was quick to question, amused.

—Yes, apparently it's a small club where everyone gathers to eat candy and receive demons. —A sly smile appeared on Andrew's expression, almost ecstatic that said group had failed to achieve what was supposedly important to those mentioned—. But they couldn't summon shit, absolutely nothing appeared.

—Nothing has shown up here either and Archie and I have been keeping a very good eye on it. I don't understand! “It was a vision,” she declared frustrated. It was as if… —However, the sound of a car parking in the parking lot near the motel silenced her, prompting them to leave everything aside to hide and sneak a peek at her switch. And when said man entered your field of vision you got scared. Ashley spoke again when the guy went straight to her room and entered without too many complications. Is he! The guy who cut our throats in my dream!

—Fuck, he just walked into our room like it was nothing.

— Did you still doubt me?

—How did you get the key? Andrew stopped biting his finger as he began to speculate silently and make suggestions out loud. Should we just leave? We'd vacate the room in the morning anyway.

—Our things are still there.

- What things? We sold most of the trash you were hoarding.

You couldn't hear them anymore at this point, you were stunned by what had just happened. He really had shown himself to be a man with the appearance that Ashley had described to you before, which meant that he possessed the ability to see the future, at least future disasters; You couldn't deny it having seen it for yourself. In the past you would have been excited but not considering the context in which Ashley obtained that power.

"Come on, Archie."

- That? —You were startled by Ashley's grip on your hand, dragging you in the opposite direction of the motel. Where do we go now?

—As if he knew, Andrew just started walking here. The hardhead refuses to follow my wonderful plan. Seriously, he is stubborn.

Confused, you resigned yourself to simply keeping pace with your cousin, entering the alley where you assumed the cultist from earlier had gotten lost and whose club Andrew had allowed himself to investigate. The place seemed cleaner than you could expect from such a hidden place, although Andrew verified that the elevator was out of service but he did not hesitate to return his steps so that they could follow him through a door that allowed passage only to staff. They entered and then Ashley began to question Andrew about the decision to have diverted his path there, for your part you dedicated yourself to inspecting the place, it looked like a normal office. It brought back bitter memories of the only time when You accompanied your biological father to work. You looked back at them, realizing that Ashley had started making Andrew coffee with someone else's products. You sighed, defeated, and decided not to point out the obvious.

—Here you are, you're welcome.

—You have no idea the hell you just unleashed.

- That…?

—Whoever brought this coffee will attack when they find out that others have used it.

—And why bring him here then? Of course people would take some.

—So you're the kind of person who eats other people's lunch, huh?

“I'm the type of person who eats other people,” Ashley declared, much to your bewilderment, and what was worse was that Andrew started laughing. You could never keep up with those two no matter how hard you tried. They were supposed to be looking for a way to confront the man who wanted to kill them. What were they doing making or drinking coffee in a seedy office and laughing as if they were oblivious to the danger? There was no point in them being there if it wasn't to hide.

—Oh, you're terrible. And as for coffee, use more beans next time.

—How ungrateful and contradictory!

Not wanting to listen to any more nonsense, you headed to the elevator and tried to call it without success, you assumed it was out of service so you tried a couple more times before turning around and realizing that your brothers were walking towards you with the intention of trying it. same, although Andrew looked a lot more anxious than before. Had something else happened while you were out of range? As it was clear that nothing they did was going to work, Andrew explained that the buttons would not work without a special card; His idea had apparently been to infiltrate to check that no detail of the club had been lost, so they backed away.

"I was starting to think you wanted to summon the demon they failed to summon."

—I won't deny that the possibility may have crossed my mind, but only employees have a key card, so I guess we can't do much.

—In that case, let's make a big fuss! —Ashley suggested with marked enthusiasm—. With that, a worker should come to check and then we assault him to steal that card.

"We'll cause a ruckus and then we'll have the police on us." Will there even be a worker here at this hour?

"I doubt it, we're the only crazy people hanging around a place we shouldn't be," you dared to speak then, not knowing if you said it out of stress or because you had too many mixed feelings about all that. Andrew and Ashley looked at each other and seemed to decide they had enough of wasting time. They would have moved towards the exit if it weren't for the sound of the elevator descending to the floor they were on. It didn't take long for you to become tense like a rock. They were in trouble! However, Ashley smiled evilly.

—Here comes our victim.

—Don't you dare, he lets me take care of this.

A hooded man appeared on the scene as the elevator doors opened, appearing surprised that the three of you were there, he even mentioned that he thought he was the only one there after the meeting had ended. Andrew spoke too confidently, claiming it was about "supply" and pointing out the problem of a missing cake. You didn't understand absolutely anything they were talking about but it seemed to work for this mysterious man (and probably as naive as you) to allow them to accompany him to the elevator where he used his access to take them to the meeting area. When you saw the immense pentagram drawn on the ground you shuddered, they really worshiped demons there. It was a very bad idea to be there! No matter how much your cousins had already had contact with some being of that type.

"So, we'll just look around?" —you wanted to know, just as Andrew told the cultist that they would look for the supposed missing cake.

“Don't go too far,” Ashley instructed you, but she quickly thought better of it. Stay by me. —You nodded and let yourself be dragged by his hand while they pretended to check the surroundings for more than just the intention of acquiring something important until Ashley suggested something that really worried you—. While we're here, do you want us to give it a try?

—Would you be willing to do it? —Andrew questioned.

—No, I would hate to summon a demon, sorry. —Andrew's expression changed at Ashley's sudden response but she quickly made herself speak. Yes, damn! I'm willing! Why do you think I suggested it in the first place!?

—Damn, I was just making sure. But you will be the one to talk to that, ask him if he can get rid of the visitor who is in our room.

—Why can't you talk to him?

—For some reason things went well for you last time.

"That's crazy, I refuse," you blurted out instantly, your cousin smiled. It can be dangerous, please, no, don't do it.

—Nothing will happen, you are with me or and with Andrew, right? "Besides, this way I'll force you to trust our word more," he said, smiling devilishly at you, which made you cringe in horror. As expected, Andrew did not defend you and on the contrary he proceeded to address the cultist.

—Hey, buddy, come here for a minute.

- Yeah? Did they find the cake?

-Tell me something. Is that blood or paint on the floor?

—Paint, but when we call Lord of Unknown we trace it with royal blood.

-Oh, wow. And whose is it? —Ashley asked, amused. You felt nauseous with those words.

—We bought it from the butcher shop.

—…Well, I'm not surprised that nothing showed up then.

—Uh? What are you talking about?

—They've been summoning rancid blood that's been sitting on a shelf for who knows how long. —Ashley reprimanded the man as if she were truly an expert on the subject. You felt your body freeze. I wouldn't show myself for that either.

—...I trust Six Eyes' methods. Maybe you guys should take care of arranging your supplies instead.

“I have heard that if you offer your blood all your sins will be forgiven,” it was Andrew's turn to speak, drawing the cultist's attention.

You couldn't believe what you saw. They were actually convincing the man to offer his blood to paint the pentagram circle and eyes before you, claiming that he was a bad devotee for not being aware of what they had clearly just made up. When the man showed interest in carrying out the impromptu summoning, you saw a flash of your latest trauma when Andrew cut the cultist's skin with his knife to draw all the necessary blood. You really didn't want to be part of this but the morbid inside of you felt an immense need to watch. They lit the candles, the well-known ritual music, and gathered inside the circle drawn in blood where Ashley made the first call in a rather sing-song manner. She terrified you to think that something would actually appear. The response hit a dead end as the three argued about how to make this work until Ashley got everyone to start cooperating.

You closed your eyes out of fear but you still supported your cousin-sister. Andrew didn't sound convincing at all but the cultist did, so you tried to match Ashley's enthusiasm.

Even under the protection of your closed eyelids, you felt as if from one moment to the next something had changed, the darkness felt thicker and the atmosphere heavy. But Andrew's gasp encouraged you to see what had happened, so you froze as soon as you caught a glimpse of the imposing figure that had manifested itself right above you. You wanted to scream but your voice had gotten stuck in your throat again as all your senses were erased except for your sight.

—Wow! It's... a little bigger than the last one, huh? —Ashley's nervous laugh didn't move you but the cultist's scream made you jump.

—Lord of Unknown! I'm sorry! I apologize about the cake!

At another time you would have found that man's plea funny but you were too scared to react to the stimulus. You didn't even remember a prayer you could say to God to protect you. The entity seemed to speak as the entire room rumbled. However, no one was able to hear anything. He kept insisting until he must have gotten bored and started to fade away. Ashley tried to stop him, she even offered him the cultist's soul in exchange for a favor but it didn't work as everything went back to normal the next instant. You were relieved that nothing else had happened.

"Well... that was interesting," Ashley said, not at all shocked, that did exasperate you.

- Interesting!? You…! You said…! —Understandably, the cultist was accusatory.

—Yes, I know what I said. But he didn't take your soul anyway, so what does it matter?

- "Does matters"? You... Bitch!

- What did you say?

Andrew stood between her and the cultist in a rather menacing manner, undoubtedly enraged that this man had called Ashley that, you might have thought that a serious conflict would break out as a result but your cousin pointed out the importance of you two being more against that cultist, who simply demanded that they leave, threatening to speak to their leader about what happened; The poor guy continued to believe that they were working to supply them, so he told them that they would not hire their services again, but that was a very separate matter. They left the building and you felt peace again, it also improved your condition that they both asked you if you were okay, that's why you nodded; glad to have them by your side.

"Well, we didn't make any friends," Andrew said suddenly. Demons or something else.

—Good, now you can focus on what you have in front of you. Tadah! In Myself! —She said while she stretched her arms and blocked Andrew's view with his charismatic figure, not you could help but laugh at it, although Andrew looked nothing more than bored. It will always be like this, whether you want it or not. And let's not forget that we have a child to protect too,” she said as he wrapped an arm around you in a loving way.

—I don't like the way you put it, but whatever. Listen, we're in a critical situation right now, remember? “He…” Ashley interrupted him with her emotional laugh. That?

—"Leyley", huh? You said it back there.

—I didn't do it, I said "Law." And only because I didn't want to say your real name in front of that idiot.

—I'm fine with "Law", it's a nickname for a nickname.

—Well, I'm fine with Ashley, so she'll be the one we'll stay with.

—Boo, whatever. Keep rolling, I can wait. —Andrew didn't add anything to that but you thought you saw a flash of sadness in his eyes, could it mean something important? —. In any case the invocation was a failure.

—It's true, although we got much further than they did before, I think there really is something in you...

—It doesn't matter now, we have a hitman to take care of. We already tried your... whatever that was, so now we'll do things my way.

-It seems fair to me.

—Let's go back to the motel, grab our things and see what happens later.

“What a waste of time this was,” Andrew commented with a sigh as they set off again. You didn't know what awaited you but at least you needed it to end well for you. Unfortunately it seemed that there were not enough scares for this occasion, perhaps they would never stop.



